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	1. Chapter 1

Okay, so I first wrote this story like almost three years ago. But i'm reposting it after seeing someone on phanfic ask about it. i decided why not upload it ill post a little at a time tho so its spaced out i'll post a couple chapter a day or something

* * *

><p>It was late. And Phil should've been asleep in bed, but he quietly crept out of his small townhouse at about 1 AM. He locked the door behind him. He didn't know how late he'd be out walking.<p>

It was something he'd begun doing much more frequently the past few months. Something about the wooden area that shrouded his neighborhood in shadow fascinated him. Something sort of… called to him and he gravitated to the area.

He found his way to an open meadow deep within the trees.

He fell asleep here once, and regretted it when he awoke in the morning and found bug bites on his arms.

He sat down in the grass, and stared up the moon and the stars. They were much easier on the eyes than the sun and the sky were. Literally.

But he did truly find the night sky to be more profoundly beautiful than the daytime sky.

Phil listened to the crickets chirp and the bugs click. He never really came across any animals, except the occasional squirrel or rabbit, which would take off before he really realized it was there.

He didn't think tonight would be any different.

But he was proven wrong when he heard twigs cracking in the near vicinity, just passed the edge of the trees. Phil looked around quickly. His eyes had learned to adjust well to the night, but he still required his glasses when he came out here. He pushed them more securely up the bridge of his nose.

Another twig snapped and his heart jumped at the sound. Not exactly in fear, but in excitement. He began to ready himself to stand, in case he needed to defend himself.

Phil had no idea what could have been lurking in the shadows, but wasn't quite expecting a wolf to slowly step out of the trees.

A bear, maybe, but bears were hardly stealthy creatures, as far as he knew.

Despite knowing the dangers, Phil didn't move or try to distance himself from the animal.

The animal gazed at him. And although it was hard for Phil to see the look in the wolf's eye, he could see that he, or she, was relaxed. The animal's hair was not standing on end, nor was its teeth bared.

"Hello," Phil spoke to the wolf.

The animal's ears perked up a bit and tilted forward to capture the sound of Phil's voice.

The wolf stepped forward and Phil nearly scooted back, but then the wolf was still again.

The wolf slowly lowered itself to sitting position and then even lower until its head rested between its paws.

As it lie on the floor, in a strange maneuver for an animal, it scooted itself closer to Phil.

Phil scooted back, staring at the creature with wide blue eyes.

Stillness.

The animal raised itself to sit, and Phil could see that he was, indeed, a male wolf.

He, the wolf, made a small whimpering noise. The first noise he had made since he laid eyes on the creature.

Phil's hair stood on end at the back of his neck.

"What's wrong, boy?"

The same noise came from his throat.

"What's the matter?"

He made a sort of sniffing, sort of huffing noise, moving his head up and down, up and down.

He was trying to say something to Phil.

"What?" Phil almost laughed.

The wolf was restless, looking almost as if he wanted to take off running, but his master was telling him to "stay."

With a smile, Phil shook his head to himself. "I'm talking to an animal. Hell, I might not even be awake."

"But," something occurred to Phil. "If I am dreaming… you probably aren't dangerous."

Phil stood slowly and the wolf suddenly let out a burst of energy. His mouth opened wide, his tail wagged, and his ears tilted back a bit.

Phil knelt before the animal and reached out.

He cupped the side of the animal's face in his hand, stroking his fur softly along his neck and at the top of his head.

A feeling swept through Phil and he let out a breath. It felt a lot like gratitude, like happiness. It doesn't come from inside himself, and he had no other way to explain it than that it came from the wolf.

Surprisingly, his fur was quite soft and felt rather clean.

Suddenly the wolf took a step back and let out a great howl.

In surprise, Phil flinched back away the wolf, catching himself on his hands behind him.

Then in one swift movement the animal was on top of Phil, who flinched, squeezed his eyes shut and put his heads against the neck of the wolf.

He felt the wolf's warm tongue travel from his jaw line to his temple in one great kiss, lifting his glasses for just a second.

Phil opened his eyes and looked up, wide-eyed. He met the warm, brown orbs of the wolf which stared at Phil kindly. The wolf kissed him again and he smiled and laughed.

Phil was beginning to grow tired, and he knew he would have to return home soon.

"I have to go soon." He said more to himself than anything.

The animal looked at Phil sadly and rested its head in Phil's lap.

He stroked his fur softly and sighed.

Phil could hardly remember walking home, but woke up around 10 am.

He couldn't help but wonder if he had been dreaming the night before. It was all so strange. The wolf seemed to understand everything Phil had said. It was almost supernatural.

Phil lied in bed, watching the dust swirl in the light that filtered into the room from his window.

It must have been a dream he decided.

Phil stirred amongst his blankets and realized he was still wearing the clothes he had on when he left for the walk. As he slowly sat up, he ran a hand over his face and pushed his hair back. As he looked down at the carpet he realized he also had what look like dark brown dog hair scattered across his jeans.

Perhaps it wasn't a dream after all.

Throughout the morning he continued to ponder over what happened.

He had Saturdays off, thank goodness.

He did nothing of particularly important on these days. He didn't even have a significant amount of friends, aside from Chris who would come to visit him and they would spend hours on the mundane activity of video games.

Today was going to be just as ordinary, he figured when Chris took the liberty of coming over to spend a good part of the afternoon with him.

They played video games, which was not unusual.

However, the conversation was not quite like their usual topics, which usually consisted of music, anime, books, or the way they planned on dominating the other in whatever game they were playing.

"So, something strange happened last night." Phil had said.

"Phil, I didn't think I'd have to have this talk with you. But wet dreams are normal. It's okay."

"Hey, shut up," Phil shoved Chris over, whose character in their video game then died.

"Hey!" He exclaimed, laughing.

"Man, I was being serious," Phil said, trying to suppress a smile.

He regained composure as Chris righted himself and asked, "I'm sorry, for real this time, what happened?"

"Well, you know how I go walking sometimes?"

"Yes, I know what a complete weirdo you are."

Phil sighed and chose to just continue with the story.

"Well, I saw this wolf last night. But he wasn't normal. He behaved a bit more like a dog, and it was like he knew what I was thinking, kind of."

"It wasn't a dream?"

"No, I mean, I woke up with dog hair and dust on my clothes."

"That really is quite strange, mate."

"You're telling me."

"Are you sure it was a wolf?"

"Definitely. He howled after he let me pat him on the head."

"You petted it?"

"Er, yeah?"

"He didn't bite you or anything?"

"No, that's the strangest part I think. Wolves are, like, feral. But he was… nice."

"That's really weird."

"Yes, I know. And I don't know what the heck right now."

"You're not going to go and look for it again, are you?"

"Him."

"Huh?"

"Him, it was a he. He's a boy."

"Right," Chris said slowly. "Can't imagine how you'd sorted that out."

"Oh my god, Chris. You know what I'm gonna kick your ass at Mario Kart." Phil stood and knelt in front of his Xbox.

"Not if I don't kick yours first."

"We'll see about that." Phil switched the discs in the gaming console and started the game.

Chris stayed for another hour or so, and they ordered a pizza while they continued to play.

Eventually, Phil told Chris that he needed to wind down because he had to be in to work early the next morning.

Which was true, but he sort of wanted to take a walk before it got too late. Too many nights he walked up there and did not get enough sleep.

So not long after the sun set and Chris had gone, he left his house, locking it behind him as usual, and made the journey to the forested area that bordered his neighborhood.

To his disappointment, he never did encounter the wolf that night.

The next day things were insanely busy at his restaurant at work. The only thing that was getting him through the day was looking forward to when things would slow down.

He normally worked from 9-3 pm and things would slow down around 1 pm. He was a host on Sundays, so he would seat people as well as run the register.

His feet would ache, but he had learned a long time ago to ignore it, and he got used to it after a while.

Phil heard the door swing open in their foyer, as he was restocking the to-go order supplies.

He walked out of the server's line and his eyes fell on a tall man with dark brown hair dressed in a heavy black jacket and jeans.

Phil approached the podium, smiling welcomingly despite how tired he was growing. As he stepped closer, he noticed the familiar, warm brown eyes which regarded Phil kindly.

"Hi, is it just one today?"

"Yes," the man nodded. "I'll just sit at the bar there if that's okay."

"Absolutely."

Phil led him over to the bar and placed his menus on the counter in front of him. He noticed that the man's jacket looked just the slightest bit dusty.

"Can I get your drink order?"

"Just some water would be nice," he told Phil.

"I'll get that right out to you." The man smiled at him in response and glanced at his nametag.

Phil made his way back to the server's line and put together a cup of ice water. He quickly grabbed a straw before taking the cup of water out to the bar.

"Thanks, Phil," he said, earning a smile from the host.

"You're welcome. A server should be around to get your food order soon, alright?" Phil adjusted his glasses as he spoke.

"Thank you."

Phil found excuses to walk passed the intriguing man at the bar. He had ordered a steak, medium rare and even though, his menu item didn't call for it, he asked for sausage with it, too.

"Really craving protein?" Phil remarked as he picked up a few bits of rubbish from the floor.

What Phil said ran through his own mind and he put a hand over his face in shame.

"Er-fguafbkj, ignore what I say. I'm literally the most awkward thing on the planet. I communicate with animals better than I do humans."

The man chuckled and countered, "Don't worry. I sometimes question whether I'm even human. So maybe we're okay."

Phil grinned widely.

"So, Phil, do you live around here?" The man asked.

_This man is really handsome. Could he possibly be hitting on _me_?_

"Er, I should get back to work…" Phil fiddled with the straw wrapping he had picked up off of the floor.

"No worries. I am simply curious about you, is all."

Phil decided to indulge the man and himself, anyway.

"But I live just down the road, actually."

"Do you get off work soon?"


	2. Chapter 2

Phil soon clocked out, and although the man was still finished his food, he left he restaurant, but did not drive away from the parking lot.

He sat in his old, beat up, silver car and waited patiently. He looked in his rearview mirrors to watch for the man, who he soon saw approaching the car.

Phil got out of the car and soon he and the man were standing across from each other.

"So, I never did get your name," Phil realized.

"It's Dan. I'm Dan."

"Well, it's good to meet you, Dan."

"You as well, Phil."

"So, I was under the impression that you er…" Phil trailed off. How exactly did you tell someone that you had the feeling they wanted to hook up?

"Yes, well, I just sort of wanted to talk with you a bit more."

Phil was mostly relieved, to tell the truth. He had never done anything quite like hooking up with someone when he had just met them. He hardly even hooked up with anyone. Like, ever.

But he enjoyed talking and beautiful people.

"That sounds nice," Phil replied. "We can hang for a bit. Go ahead and get in."

"Thanks, Phil." Dan grinned widely and Phil's heart stuttered in his chest.

As Phil drove down the rode to his small home, he said to Dan, "Er, my house is actually not very nice or anything. This is sort of, well it's very short notice, otherwise I would have cleaned. But I've got video games, and a Netflix account."

"What's Netflix?"

Phil shot Dan a deadpan look. "Please tell me you're joking."

"I'm joking." Dan replied flatly.

"Oh good, cause I was about to say how the hell do you not know what Netflix is."

"That was a lie."

"For real?"

"For real. What is it?"

"Movie and television show site on the internet. You can also rent DVDs and have them sent in the mail."

"That's pretty neat."

Phil hummed in agreement as he cruised closer to his home.

"So, here we are," he said he pulled into the driveway.

They both stepped out of the car and Dan looked over the house thoughtfully.

"This is nice."

"Nice, Dan? It's pretty worn down."

"Yeah, but it's got character, you know?"

"I suppose, that's true."

Phil led the way up the rickety wooden steps to his porch deck and front door.

He unlocked the heavy wooden door and let Dan step inside.

He stepped underneath the threshold, his boots thudding dulcetly on the dark wood floor.

"You can sit down, I can get us something to drink. Do you want some soda?"

"Sure," Dan said as he sat on the old, faded red sofa. "Thanks."

His strong nose could smell Phil everywhere in the house. His ears could pick up Phil's breathing from the other room and the electricity from the fridge in the kitchen.

Phil returned with a can of soda for Dan and sat opposite him on the couch. He cracked the soda can open, appreciating the pop and hiss and listened as Phil's can did the same.

"So, do you live around here, Dan? I've never seen you at the restaurant before," Phil asked.

Dan turned a bit, bending one of his long legs and said, "Well, I live closer to downtown, but I was in the area and was sort of attracted to your restaurant for some reason. But now I know why."

Phil smiled and said, "You're sort of strange, you know."

"No, I don't." Dan replied, looking at him expectantly.

"Well, you speak kind of… vaguely… and I just don't really know exactly. You're very well spoken. You're not like other people."

"Well, I could use the cliché response and say I'm _not_ like most people, but I really am not like most."

"I've gathered that."

Phil gazed at the strange man opposite him on the couch, who looked back steadily.

He stood quite abruptly. "You read a lot?" He maneuvered around the couch and to the other side of the room where Phil's tall, dark, dusty bookcase stood.

"Yes. Do you?"

"Loads," Dan said. He raised a finger, scanning the titles.

"This one is excellent," he said, pausing on a certain book and Phil hummed in agreement.

"What's your favorite of his?"

Dan and Phil discussed the author for a few minutes and Phil began to soon wonder, "How late do you plan on staying?"

"As long as I'm welcome."

"Well, I don't mind if you stay over night, but I can't be up late as I've got work tomorrow."

"You don't strike me as the early to bed, early to rise type." Dan looked at Phil as if he knew something he wasn't aware of just yet.

"I'm really not, but you have to be if you want to be at all successful in society."

"Society is shit."

The vehemence that Dan suddenly spoke with caught Phil's attention.

"Society is full of people who are too afraid to experience anything passed their little bubble of beliefs, people that are too afraid to learn about any new, unconventional ideas."

Phil agreed wholeheartedly, but was struck with how well he had worded it.

Dan downed the last of his soda.

"I can get you another, and throw that one out," Phil offered.

Dan passed him the empty can of soda, their fingers brushing and a familiar feeling rushed through Phil's body. It was exciting and electric, something that made him feel purposeful. Like he was meant to be with Dan, in less than just a we-could-be-romantically-involved and more like a you're-meant-to-be-at-my-side sort of feeling.

Phil turned away, the feeling still traveling through his body and collected another can of soda for Dan. He tried to shake the feeling away.

"Should I make us dinner? If Chris comes over I normally get pizza for us, but I just had pizza last night."

"Dinner sounds good."

"Any favorites?"

"Not really. Just something really meaty."

"How about… meatloaf?"

"Sounds mouth-watering," Dan said and he opened the can of soda Phil brought to him.

"Great. I'm kind of excited, I haven't cooked for two in a long time."

That caught Dan's attention, but he didn't question Phil about it as he returned to the kitchen to begin cooking. He reached for a dusty paperback on Phil's shelf and stretched himself out on the floor with it.

Phil noticed this and grinned. He supposed that for someone with legs as incredibly long as Dan's the floor was a bit more comfortable than his couch.

Phil did all the prep work for the meatloaf and after he slid the load into the oven and set the timer he turned to ask Dan if he would want rice as a side.

"Do you want-," he stopped when he noticed that Dan had begun to doze, with his hands beneath his head, over the book.

He smiled at the sweet image.

He hadn't thought that this man would look so peaceful and downright adorable as he napped.

Still smiling, he walked quietly to his bedroom where he grabbed a pillow and brought it out to the living room. He knelt beside Dan and carefully tried to remove the book and put the pillow beneath his head.

Dan stirred and Phil was prepared to quickly explain, but he settled again onto the pillow.

As the meatloaf began to cook, Phil changed into some lounge pants and a band t-shirt and he also splashed some water onto his face.

He cooked rice, as well as some carrots for the both of them to go with the meatloaf. He was quite proud of his cooking ability, if he was being completely honest.

As Phil set their places at the table and pulled the meatloaf out of the oven, Dan stirred and looked up at Phil.

"Hey, sleepy-head."

Phil walked over and helped him to his feet.

"You must have been tired."

"Yeah… I'll sleep just about anywhere, really."

"It was cute," Phil said, earning a slight blush from Dan. "Foods done."

"Excellent."

Phil led Dan over to his old wooden dinner table and the two of them sat opposite each other.

"Wow, this looks really good," Dan eyed the meatloaf. His tongue came out to wet his lips as he continued to stare.

"Have as much as you like," Phil dished out his rice and carrots and Dan sliced himself a chunk of meatloaf from the baking dish.

Phil laughed, "That's quite a big piece. Are you always this hungry?"

"Yes," he replied in a joking manner. "I just really love meat. I'm sorry for being so weird."

"Don't apologize. I don't think you're weird. How old are you, Dan?"

"I'm 23. You?"

"27."

"You don't seem quite that old."

"Right, well, I like to er, keep that inner child alive." Phil said, partly joking.

"Right," Dan agreed.

They chatted a bit as they ate. Dan ate a bit of rice and carrots but mainly ate two large helpings of meatloaf.

"You want some food with that meatloaf?" Phil asked him at one point and Dan looked up at Phil with a peculiar look on his face and then broke out in a wide smile and began to laugh.

"I can sarcasm," Phil said, grinning and began to laugh a bit along with Dan.

Phil had finished eating and cleared his place. "You can just put your plate in the sink, I'll worry about it later," he said to Dan.

He put away the leftovers and then went back into the living room where he logged into his Netflix account using his Xbox.

"Do you feel like watching a movie or something?"

Dan joined Phil at the couch.

"Why did you agree to see me so easily?" Dan wondered, not looking at Phil but watched the movie titles slide passed them as he navigated the Netflix website.

"You're interesting," Phil paused. "Intriguing."

Dan sort of hummed, and then to Phil's surprise he leaned over and laid his head in his lap. That same buzz ran through his body and it continued to baffle him.

"I like you," Dan said to Phil.

"You're sort of cuddly aren't you?"

"It's kind of in my nature to be affectionate."

Phil gently pushed Dan's curly hair out of his face, and ran his fingers through it, appreciating the softness of it.

They shared a smile.

"I like you too, Dan."


	3. Chapter 3

The next morning Phil woke up alone.

The night before they had watched a couple movies, and he learned that Dan was very much so a cuddle-er.

But Phil loved it. Originally Dan said he'd sleep on the couch, but in the middle of the night he crawled into Phil's bed with him.

But he was gone with the rising sun.

He didn't leave any sort of note or anything like that either.

Phil was bummed, to the say the least. He walked into work frowning, and left frowning.

He felt permanently gloomy.

Ever since he experienced the hum in his body that Dan gave him, he didn't want to go another day without it. He missed the peace that filled him when Dan was around.

Phil hoped he would come into the restaurant, but it was useless.

Needless to say, he had trouble sleeping that night and it didn't take much debate before Phil was slipping into his shoes and pulling on a jacket for a walk.

He walked into the thicket of trees, found the familiar meadow, and settled in the center to lie back and look up at the sky with a slight smile. The moon was full and big tonight.

He wondered if he might encounter the wolf again.

Not likely, he thought to himself, but even as the thought passed through him Phil heard rustling in the nearby foliage.

He looked around himself, and the wolf was approaching him from between some bushes.

"Hi."

The wolf casually trotted over to Phil, who slowly sat up.

"Sort of hoping I'd see you."

The wolf dragged his warm, wet tongue from Phil's jaw line to temple. He chuckled and stroked the animal's soft fur, and looked into his soft brown eyes.

"You're much more civilized for a wild animal."

Something flashed in his eyes.

"It's so weird, but I feel like you can understand me sometimes."

Phil ran his hands along his soft fur and the animal, despite its size, tried to climb into his lap.

"You're a bit too big for that."

He settled by resting his head on Phil's thigh and he soon laid back to look up at the sky again.

"I really like the night sky. Its pretty and beautiful, but also sort of impressive and intimidating. I feel small while looking up at it."

The wolf had cuddled up to Phil's side, breathing in the man's scent.

And they lay like that, under the stars, for quite some time.

* * *

><p>The next day Phil was hoping to see Dan at the restaurant, but he didn't show.<p>

However, when he pulled his car into his driveway, he noticed a familiar long-legged figure sitting on his porch steps.

He quickly shut off the car and stepped out. Dan stood as he approached.

"I want really badly to be pissed at you." Phil said as he trudged up the porch steps.

"Really, why is that?"

"Because you left without saying anything," Phil replied as unlocked the door, stepped inside and left the door open for Dan.

"You can forgive me, can't you?" Dan followed him inside, shutting the door behind him.

"Already forgiven."

"That was fast."

"It's kind of in my nature to be forgiving." Phil slipped out of his work shoes and took off his jacket, laying it across the arm of the couch.

He looked up, once again struck with how pretty Dan's eyes were.

"Are you going to stay for dinner and then leave without saying anything again?"

Phil had intended for the question to sound quite as soft as it did.

"I thought you'd forgiven me."

"Doesn't mean I haven't forgotten. I just wish you would have said something."

"Well, to answer your question, I don't know."

Phil's eyebrows knitted at that, but he didn't respond and turned away.

"If you were an animal, what would you be?"

The question was random and irrelevant, but childlike and interesting.

"I don't know. It'd be up to mother nature to decide, wouldn't it?"

Dan shot Phil a look as if to say, _You little shit. Humor me. _"Don't spoil my fun," he said instead.

"I'd probably be a wolf. What would you choose?"

"I think I'd be a wolf, too." Dan answered, with a smile and a glint in his eye.

"I feel like I've met you some place besides the restaurant."

"Trust your instincts, I always say."

"Right," Phil paused. "I'm wanting to have a shower, did you want to stick around? You can read or… nap until I'm done."

"Yes, I'd like to stay if that's alright."

"It is."

Phil didn't cook that night, but ordered them a pizza to share. Dan had wanted sausage, pepperoni, and ham on his half, while Phil had gotten vegetables on his.

He looked over at Dan as they sat on the couch, ate, and watched a horror film.

"I just really like meat."

Phil chuckled and returned his attention the movie.

Phil had stayed up later than he should have the night before, so naturally he was much more tired.

"I'm going to bed," he eventually said to Dan, standing.

Dan glanced from Phil, to the bedroom door and then back up at Phil.

"Can I sleep with you?"

"Er…"

"Shit-, I mean, er…Can I join you?" He tried again.

"Jesus Christ," Dan put a hand over his face.

"We can share a bed," Phil laughed quietly.

"Thanks," Dan smiled, despite the blush that had warmed his face.

"Er, do you need pajamas or anything?"

"I'll just take my shirt off or something," Dan said nonchalantly.

"Right, okay then."

Phil turned away and went into his messy bedroom, stepping over clothes strewn across the floor and crawled into his bed. He took his glasses off and stretched to put them on his bedside table.

The bed sunk where Dan sat down and Phil listened to the sound of fabric sliding over his body as he took his shirt off.

"Hey," Dan said once he had settled on his stomach.

Phil had been on his side, facing away from Dan so he rolled to get a look at him. He took in his bony collar, his stubbly jaw, and his protruding adam's apple.

"Hm?"

"Thanks."

"What for?"

"You don't really know who I am, I've never exactly given you a reason to trust me, but you still do."

"I do trust you," Phil said. "How could I not trust someone that makes me feel the way I do when you're around?"

"How is it that I make you feel?"

"Not sure how to explain it… I feel like everything is right. And when you're not there I'm miserable." Phil stopped and looked into Dan's gentle eyes. "Do you feel the same at all?"

"More than I thought possible."

"Then don't leave in the morning."

"Don't you have work in the morning anyways, Phil?" Dan's expression remained flat.

Phil chuckled. "Right. Thanks for reminding me."

Dan smiled then, and it lit up his face.

"You really are quite beautiful, you know?"

"So are you."

They spoke quietly for a bit longer before Phil surrendered to sleep.

* * *

><p>The next morning Dan was still there, which Phil was glad for. However, he had decided to go on his own way when Phil left for work.<p>

Phil had glanced at him from his rearview mirror and he suddenly began to wonder.

It didn't look like he had a car. How was it that he lived closer to downtown, but was there in Phil's neighborhood all the time?

Was Dan possibly homeless?

Phil had never noticed if smelt or anything like that, but hadn't noticed much variation in the clothes he wore either. Same boots, same jacket.

He was growing a bit concerned, really and despite the distraction his coworkers and work brought him, his thoughts would return to Dan.

"Maybe you should just ask him," Phil muttered to himself as he bussed one of his tables clean that afternoon.

"Just one, can I sit in Phil's section?"

Phil turned and saw Dan walking around the podium, following his coworker, Cat, to one of his booths.

"Enjoy your meal," Cat had said to Dan before walking away.

Phil approached Dan, and could hardly get a word in before:

"Do you get off work soon?"

"Er, yes, Dan. I just have to make sure my section is clean." He added quietly, "you couldn't wait a bit longer until then?"

"Oh, and here I thought you'd be so glad to see me," Dan said, a playful smile on his face. "I see how it is."

Phil was a bit taken aback. "You..."

"I?"

"What would you like to drink, Dan?" Phil asked him, knowing he was at work and didn't want step out of those boundaries while they were there.

"Something warm, its a bit cold out there."

"How does hot chocolate sound?"

"Sounds marvelous."

Phil grinned and said, "I'll bring that right out to you."

Phil headed back to the servers line and as he dispensed hot water into a mug from the coffee maker his coworker, Cat, approached him.

Cat was a good friend and they got along great as they worked along-side each other during the day. Unfortunately that was about as far as their friendship went. Phil was doubtful that they had much in common anyway.

"Who is that out there?" she wondered, eyeing Phil slyly.

"His name is Dan," he replied, slowly lowering the mug of hot water to the counter. "Why?"

"He's incredibly handsome."

"Is, isn't he?" Phil agreed, glancing up at Cat and then reached for the hot chocolate mix and stirred it up into the water.

"There's something going on isn't there?"

"What makes you say that?" Phil topped the hot chocolate off with some whipped cream.

"The way you both looked at each other."

"I don't know what you're talking about, Cat." Phil dramatically stuck his nose in the air as he turned away and then glanced back and grinned at cat before walking back into the dining area, taking the mug of hot chocolate with him.

He brought the hot chocolate out to Dan who smiled up at him.

"Do you know what you want to eat?" Phil asked him.

"Er, the steak I had last time. Medium rare. With just fries on the side I think."

"You can add another side and have some hot soup as well, if you like."

"No, that's alright. Thanks though."

"Alright, I'll go put the order in, then. Should be ready soon."

"Thanks, Phil."

After Phil put the order in on the computer, he brought a broom out to the dining area, where he began to sweep his entire section.

Phil glanced at Dan and noticed his jeans were a bit dusty.

"Dan, are you homeless?" he blurted out. "Shit, sorry. I'm stupid."

"You're alright. Er...,"

"'Cause you said you live downtown, but you're always nearby and I'm sort of worried."

"No, I don't live closer to downtown. I did lie about that, but I swear it's the only thing. I'll show you wear I live today, is that alright?"

"Er, yeah, I'd like that."

"I'm sorry I wasn't completely honest at first. I just… I'm not exactly normal. Well, I'll explain more later."

"Right."

The two of them didn't actually speak much for the remainder of Phil's shift, as he was moving around a lot and trying to get all of his side work done.

Dan had given Phil a twenty dollar bill, and told him to keep the change even though his bill came out to be about eleven dollars.

He left Phil nine dollars.

Now, that was another thing that baffled him.

It didn't seem as if Dan worked or rented his own place or anything, if he even had his own place, but managed to be able to splurge on a meal for himself at a restaurant.

Did he steal the money? Has he mugged people before?

Phil's head was swimming, and he felt as if he was developing a headache.

Dan had chosen to wait for him outside, and when Phil clocked out he found him sitting on the curb of the parking lot near his car.

"So, I actually kind of live nearby you… but not quite in the same neighborhood," Dan said as he stood when Phil approached.

"Er, alright."

"I walk there… it's in the same direction of your house, so…"

"Right," Phil unlocked the car and climbed in, waiting for Dan to get in on the other side.

When the two of them arrived at Phil's, Dan waited outside for Phil as he went in to change out of his work uniform.

When he stepped back outside, Dan looked him over appreciatively, but glanced away when Phil met his eye.

"So?" Phil said expectantly. "Lead the way."

"Right."

Dan turned and led him towards the outskirts of the neighborhood and into the wooded area.

"This is the way I walk sometimes…"


	4. Chapter 4

"Er, yeah…"

"Dan?"

"Just wait, alright?"

Dan led Phil into the trees, which soon grew thicker and thicker. Phil vaguely recognized the path Dan was leading them on, but soon he was on unfamiliar ground.

The air was a bit chilly, and the terrain was a bit rough and uneven. Phil was a bit uncoordinated, and slowed Dan down a bit. He was glad he'd left his glasses his on, otherwise he was certain that he would tripped a few times over tree roots and rocks.

"Are we almost there?" Phil said eventually, realizing how tired he was growing.

Dan stopped suddenly. "I'm sorry, are you alright? We can take a bit of a break, if you need it."

"I'm fine, but yeah a break would be nice."

"It is a bit farther than it seems for me. I'm used to going back and forth all the time."

"Right," Phil sat down on a nearby tree log, taking a breath at the relief of taking his weight off of his feet. He wasn't what you'd call a heavier person, but he was definitely heavy in his height so he still experienced your garden variety foot ache every now and then.

"I've just been on my feet all day already."

"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have dragged you all the way out here." Dan squatted down near Phil, reminding him for a moment of the way a dog would sit.

"No, it's fine. I was far too curious to pass up the opportunity. You're sort of a fickle being."

"I'll try not to be from now on."

"That'd be kind of nice," Phil said, earning a small laugh and a grin from Dan. He smiled back.

Phil watched as Dan's eyes flicked about to watch their surroundings as they grew a little quiet.

At the sound of wind rustling the tree leaves, he would look up, or when a squirrel scampered up a tree, he would look in that direction as well.

It was almost as if Dan suffered from a bit of ADD, but Phil figured that, being way out here, it paid off to be aware of your surroundings.

And apparently, he lived out here, so he had probably learned, at some point, that it was best to be more observant.

"We are almost there, actually," Dan assured Phil.

"That's good." Phil stood again and Dan followed suit. "Er, lead on, I guess."

Phil did feel loads better and he followed Dan. The terrain seemed to smooth out just a bit more again, and soon Phil could see the trees thinning minutely.

"I didn't realize the woods were this extensive," he said to Dan.

"Yeah. We're almost there now."

Through the trees, Phil could see an opening, a clearing where sunlight fell onto this really old looking house.

"Oh," Phil said as realization dawned on him.

"Yeah."

"How long has it been here?"

"A very long time. Mom lived here… and so did my grandpa. It was built ages ago."

Dan had always seemed so ambiguous to Phil that him having grandparents really struck him as a strange idea.

"See that there," Dan pointed to where the earth just a bit further than the small cottage, dipped. "There's a stream that runs through there. I generally always get my water there, and wash my clothes and stuff."

Dan seemed a bit embarrassed.

He wasn't exactly homeless, but didn't quite have all the luxuries that Phil did. Phil suddenly realized that he took for granted his electric stove, cold fridge, and hot showers.

They continued on toward the small house.

"I think it's beautiful, Dan."

They had reached the edge of trees and upon closer inspection of the cottage, Phil saw that it was made mostly of brick. There was a chimney at one side, and Phil imagined that during the winter Dan would light a fire and sit beside it.

"I sort of just make do with whatever I find when it comes to food."

"Dan, how did you manage to pay for lunch at the restaurant the past few days?"

"Right. Dad was a CEO of a big company and had loads of money in his savings, which was passed to me when he died…. I've sort of got loads of money in a safe in there."

It started to make sense to Phil.

"Why don't you move someplace else then?"

"Well, cause this worked for me. I sort of grew up with mom here, so it's sort of all I really know. Also, I wouldn't have met you, so I'm glad I never did find someplace else."

Phil smiled, but wondered, "Where is your mom now?"

"She's… Well, she died."

"That's awful, Dan."

"I'd be lying if I said I didn't miss her. But I can say I'm no longer grieving."

Phil wasn't sure what to say.

This wasn't quite like anything he had experienced before and Dan wasn't like anyone he had ever met.

What exactly are you supposed to do in this sort of situation? He couldn't exactly just take it in stride that a man he very quickly developed some quite profound feelings for, was _living in the woods without any proper human interaction or entertainment. _

He knew Dan well enough that he would not respond well if Phil showed him pity.

"Are you… happy here?"

"I… think it's a very beautiful and peaceful place and I have everything I need. But, I mean… I was lonely," he conceded, "but because of what I am… I would have been lonely no matter if I had been around loads of people or remained here. I was made to be lonely until I met you."

Phil was completely perplexed by Dan's words, but he just continued and said, "Do you want to see the inside? It actually is quite nice."

"Er, yeah." Phil said, following Dan as he finally led him across the clearing to the old wooden door.

Phil's first impression had been that the cottage was very small, but it was definitely bigger than it originally seemed.

Phil stepped inside after Dan, his feet landing on hard concrete.

Everything was a bit dim, but Phil could see there was a very old sofa across from a fire place. Dan went over to the mantel where a box of matches were sitting.

He struck a match, and carefully raised it above to light the candles in a makeshift chandelier. Well, it was a chandelier, but instead of light bulbs, candles were to be lit.

There wasn't really a kitchen, but a dining table off to the other side of the room as well as a few cupboards. Using a match, Dan lit an oil lamp which was sat on top of the dining table, as well one that was near the entrance to the cottage on top of an end table.

There was an archway which led to a smaller space where Phil could see a bed, and shelves full of books.

"You weren't kidding when you said you read a lot."

"No," Dan laughed. "I wasn't."

Phil was enchanted by the small cottage, full of candles and books and cozy furniture and a rough, brick fireplace.

"So, I don't know if you wanted to stay for the afternoon, or anything, but I can light a fire."

"That sounds nice."

"Alright, well you can sit anywhere you like. That chair there reclines. It's my favorite, besides my actual bed."

Phil sat in the recliner that Dan had gestured to and knelt before the fire place. He had bits of crunchy fall leaves and newspaper and balled some of that up. He pulled a tray of wood closer to him and made a teepee of chopped wood.

He struck a match, and carefully slipped it into the teepee near the kindling and it wasn't long before Dan had a fire warming the room.

"I haven't sat by a real fireplace in a very long time."

"Nice, isn't it?" Dan looked away from the fire, and smiled at Phil. He rose from the floor and then sat on the sofa where he sort of curled himself up.

"I can kind of see why you chose to stay."

"Yeah," Dan grinned.

They both gazed at the fireplace.

Phil had a soft smile on his face, and he was beginning to nod off. He looked over at Dan who continued to gaze at the fire, but suddenly Phil's vision blurred and Dan became a very dark, smaller figure. His vision would come back into focus and he'd see Dan there, but then the blurriness would return and he could only make out a shadow.

He succumbed to sleep, and when he awoke the light had grown much dimmer outside.

Dan was kneeling before the fire, stirring it up and adding another log of wood. He heard Phil stirring and inhaling deeply and he looked over at him.

"You slept for quite a while," Dan said.

"Yeah," Phil sat up, letting the recliner return to it's normal position. He cleared his throat and realized he wasn't wearing any glasses.

"I've got to get back…" he mumbled. "I don't feel like walking that far," he groaned.

"You can stay if you like." Dan stood and grabbed Phil's glasses from the mantel to pass them to him.

"We should go back for some dinner at least, though. Even if I skip out on work tomorrow," Phil said as he slid his glasses into place.

"You're not going to work tomorrow?"

"Well, I'm thinking about just calling in and saying I won't be able to make it."

"Well, if you want to go back to your place, we should go soon. It's getting dark."

"Right."

Dan grabbed a bucket of sand and tossed it over the fire, effectively putting it out. It grew very dark in the small cottage, yet instead of a foreboding feeling, it felt rather peaceful. Like a sanctuary.

Dan led the way back to Phil's house and the terrain soon become inconsistent again and Phil nearly tripped over the roots of a tree.

Dan had caught him by the hand, and Phil looked up as he righted himself, smiling at Dan. That familiar rush went through him and Dan smiled back.

They continued to walk with their hands clasped until they reached Phil's home.

Phil led Dan up the porch steps, and unlocked the door, letting them both in. He put a movie on for them, but let it play as background noise for himself.

"So, are you actually going to skip work tomorrow?"

"Yeah, I'd sort of much rather stay here and be with you."

Phil began to do some prep work for dinner. He brought out some steak to de thaw as well as some potatoes to rinse and scrub.

Dan ignored the movie and lingered in the kitchen with Phil for a bit while he worked on their food.

All of the things that Dan had explained to him began to swirl about in his head.

"Dan, you said something earlier and I'm still confused by what you meant."

"What was that?"

"You said that because of what you were, you were made to be lonely… until you met me."

Dan sighed. "It's really hard to explain. I'm not… normal. I'm not like you. I mean I'm like you, but not like anyone else you've ever met probably."

"Dan, what are you getting at?"

"I'm not exactly human."

"Okay. Good one, Dan." Phil grinned and nearly chuckled.

"I'm being very serious, Phil."

Phil was a bit struck by the tone that he used.

"Ar-, Are you?"

"Yes. And I mean, I am human, but there is a part of me that's more than that. I am sort of… your soul mate."

"Soul mate?"

"You don't believe in that sort of thing, Phil?"

"Well, I'd never really thought about it."

"Well," Dan reached out for one of Phil's hand, pressed it firmly over his heart and immediately he felt the surge of energy passing between them both. "Think about that feeling, Phil. You feel it, don't you?"

Phil gulped, but answered, "I do," in a small voice as he glanced down at his hand splayed across Dan's chest through his black, long sleeved shirt.

"Can you explain what that is? I was created and conceived just for this; this-, connection, this energy, this… perfect companionship." Dan had grabbed hold of Phil's other hand as well.

Phil stared unblinkingly into Dan's deep brown eyes. "I'm you're perfect companion, Phil."

"Dan," Phil struggled to speak. The buzzing that ran through him, the electricity that he felt passing through Dan and into himself, and then back again was like nothing he had ever felt.

He had never felt so alive.

Dan brought Phil's hands to wrap around his waist, and embraced him properly for the first time.

"I love you, Phil. I am physically incapable of loving anything more than I love you."

"I love you, Dan."

They were sort of in sync, as Phil pulled back and Dan placed a hand at his cheek, already leaning right back in.

They were a breath away from each other, and Phil couldn't quite remember what breathing was.

He was sure that the two of them could power an entire office building together. His heart was pounding, but his mind was somehow quiet.

He shut his eyes to the feeling, and when he opened them, it looked as if Dan was glowing. He wondered if he looked the same way to Dan.

Phil could count the eyelashes around Dan's eye, and see the flecks of gold amongst the warm brown in his eyes.

He shut his eyes once more and felt the warm, soft lips of his perfect companion against his own, softly moving and persuading.

Dan's mouth left his own, and when Phil opened his eyes, he couldn't believe what he saw.

Dan was glowing. Just faintly, but he had a bit of a luminescence. Phil stepped back to take in the entire image and suddenly Dan was changing before his eyes.

Every gear shifted into place in Phil's mind.

The brown eyes didn't change once, but Phil watched, entranced as Dan's long lean body suddenly didn't look quite as human. Phil removed his glasses as he continued to marvel at what he was witnessing.

_I think I'd be a wolf too,_ Dan's words echoed in Phil's mind.

Dan's soft brown hair at the top of his head began to grow and cover his body head to toe.

Despite the brilliant transformation, Dan was able to strip out of his clothing so that they were in a pile beside him and Phil was soon looking down at the brown-eyed wolf he'd been encountering in the clearing amongst the trees.

Phil lowered himself to a kneeling position, his legs weak and wobbly. He left his glasses on the kitchen tile beside them.

"Dan?"

The wolf had at first been sitting and he rose to stand in front of Phil, eye to eye.

He never really made the connection, that being in the forest in that clearing with this wolf, made him feel exactly the same way when he was with Dan.

This wolf that had Dan's eyes and hair color and affection for Phil.

"Dan."

Large paws on his chest pushed Phil back into the kitchen floor. Luckily, he caught himself on his hands a bit, but still slipped.

Dan looked down at Phil in concern, but he was alright so he smiled up at his companion and then a long and warm kiss was left across the side of Phil's face.

Dan settled, laying across Phil as if he were his dog bed.

"I really wish I had realized sooner."

Dan turned his long snout to look at Phil.

"Are you going to be like that for a while now?"

Dan stared deep into Phil's eyes for a few moments and suddenly there was a voice in his head that was not his own.

_I can change at will, but sometimes I can't stop it if I'm feeling upset or very immensely happy. Like I am now._

"Will you change back soon then?"

_Yes, but I'll be naked._

"I can move to the other room…"

_It doesn't bother me to change back right here if it doesn't bother you._

"It doesn't."

Dan slowly moved off of Phil, accidentally pressing a paw into his ribcage a bit too hard and he let out a breath as he sat up.

_Sorry 'bout that._

Dan sat on his hind legs, and slowly, his pale, human skin began to be revealed again and Dan was once again the way Phil recognized him best. However, he was very naked, sitting cross-legged on his kitchen floor. He rested his head in his hand, which was propped up on his knee by his elbow. He looked far more contented than Phil had ever seen, despite his nakedness.

Phil quickly stood and walked the few feet to grab the extra blanket he kept hanging on the back of his couch.

He knelt in front of Dan, throwing the blanket around him, and then mirrored Dan and sat cross-legged.

"I'm sorry I couldn't tell you sooner. I'm not the only with this sort of… ability, I guess you could call it, and others have tried to share this part of themselves with their companion a bit too soon and sometimes things don't go as smoothly."

Phil put his glasses back on.

"I wish I'd been smart enough to realize. I mean, just seeing you for the first time, in the forest, made me believe it might have been a dream."

"You're very smart, Phil."

"I don't know…"

Phil slowly stood and helped Dan up.

"No wonder you freaking like steak so damn much." Phil suddenly blurted and Dan chuckled, holding onto the blanket. Their laughter filled Phil's house.

Dan dressed and Phil finished cooking.

Phil shamelessly would reach out and touch Dan, even if it was just by brushing his hand by his shoulder, or to touch his hair throughout the night.

And as they lie in bed they spoke softly.

"I'm glad you know now."

"I am too."

"I love you, Phil."

"I love you, too."


	5. Chapter 5

Phil awoke the next morning wrapped up by Dan.

He had gone shirtless like he had the other night and Phil could feel the smooth planes of his chest, the soft skin pulled against his muscle.

Dan shifted and as he awoke he realized he was holding onto Phil. He didn't let go or pull back, but Phil wanted to get a look at him so he leaned back.

"If I kiss you right now," Phil paused as Dan smiled slightly, "will you be," he used Dan's words from the night before, "very immensely happy and then change?"

"I might… I can try not to though. But sometimes I can't stop it."

"Okay, try really hard then," Phil said, almost a whisper and Dan shut his eyes.

Phil left a soft peck on Dan's mouth and then another on his cheek. When he leaned back again, Dan opened his eyes, let out a breath and smiled widely at Phil.

"You alright?" Phil asked him quietly.

"I think so."

Phil let out a bit of a chuckle. "Good morning, by the way."

Dan laughed and he readjusted Phil's blanket at his shoulder.

They grew quiet, and remained silent for some time.

Eventually, Phil said, "So… what exactly are you? Are you primarily a wolf… or a man?"

"What I am," Dan began to explain. "my spirit, is essentially the animal you identify with most, but personified."

"So, sort of like a spirit animal."

"Yeah, for the most part. I am human, but the energy that you feel, comes from inside me, from my spirit, which is the wolf that I can then change into. I hope that makes sense."

"It does."

"So inside I am a wolf, but physically, and mentally and emotionally on the surface I am very human."

"That's sort of a relief."

"Why?"

"Cause this whole thing would be a lot weirder."

"Oh God, Phil." Dan smiled widely and laughed.

Across the room, in Phil's jeans that he wore the day before, came Phil's ringtone that he had set for the restaurant he worked at.

"Shit," Phil sat up and quickly grabbed his jeans and answered the phone.

"Hello?" He sat on the edge of his bed and Dan sat up to listen.

"I've accidentally slept in… No, I started to feel sick yesterday, thought it would have passed by morning but I still feel pretty ill. Right. Thanks."

Phil hung up and groaned. "I feel so bad. I hate lying."

"Don't worry about it." Dan maneuvered around the bed so that he could sit cross-legged beside Phil.

"I know…" Phil sighed. "Well, we should probably make breakfast or something. Is there anything in particular you want to eat?"

"Er, whatever you make is cool. You worry about me too much."

"I don't mind, but I'll just make some fried eggs with toast then."

Phil made them both an egg with some toast, making a mental note to get sausage and bacon for the house next time he went out. Dan would like that, he thought.

After Phil put the egg sandwiches on plates and collected two forks they sat at Phil's dining table. Dan had grabbed one of his sweaters and Phil smiled, seeing him in it.

"So just between you and me," Phil said. "I make the best egg sandwiches," he gloated.

"It's just an egg. On toasted bread." Dan said flatly.

"I'm a good freaking cook, okay."

Dan chuckled. "Just teasing you." He bit into his sandwich and after he had chewed and swallowed he said, "it really is quite good."

"Thanks."

Dan grinned at him.

"Hey… so, I was wondering what happened to your parents?" Phil quietly asked. He still had so many questions.

"I mean, if you feel like talking about it," He added quickly.

"It's fine," Dan took another bite of his sandwich before speaking again.

"Well, mum went to live with my dad in the city after they met. She was like me, you know. She was his companion."

"But it's harder for us to live in the city. Too many people, too many chances for someone to realize that we weren't like them. To them, we just weren't human. But we feel just like they do. We aren't just animals. But anyways… when I was born I looked just like any other baby. But because we bonded as she first breastfed me, I changed and the doctors flipped out. Dad was there and he helped us get out, thank goodness, but we had to go back into hiding basically. Back home, in the woods."

"I don't know if you ever heard about it on the news or anything, they may have tried to cover it up, but when mum went back into town one day, she was recognized and nearly got away, but she was… killed."

"I was still kind of young at that point. Maybe eleven I think. Not sure. It was a long time ago."

"While mum and I had been living, you know, out there, Dad was still able to work at his company, but then after she died… he took his own life. He shot himself."

Phil had stopped eating at this point. He lost his appetite.

"Dan," he said brokenly.

"See, some companions have a really strong connection. More than others. It sort of runs through my line, my family, but it makes it much worse if one of them loses the other. When mum was killed, he basically was a shell of himself. He felt as if he no longer had a purpose, a reason to live. He felt as if he were already dead."

"But he left you by yourself?" Phil was surprised by the force in his own voice.

"Phil, I don't blame him. I could see it whenever he came to see me, or I went to see him. He truly was dying on the inside. He did care for me so much, and made sure I'd be alright, and I miss him just as much as my mother, but he was ready to go."

Phil leaned back in his chair. It sounded as if Dan was done speaking. His vision blurred and he tried not to cry, but sobs shook his shoulders and he put a hand over his face.

Dan had never seen him cry until then, and it hurt him to know that his own experiences affected Phil that much.

"I'm not alone anymore though, Phil," he said. "I'm so glad I've met you. Please don't be upset about what happened. It was a long time ago."

"If I only we had met much sooner," Phil said as he tried to collect himself. He wiped away the wetness on his cheek and took a deep breath.

"Companions only ever meet when the time is right. Any time sooner than now could have caused things to end very badly."

"I just wish you hadn't been alone for so long."

"Maybe it would have been nicer to have met earlier, but you didn't really feel that pull until more recently, right? That's because that was when we were meant to meet."

"I suppose you're probably right. You know more about it than I do."

Dan hummed in agreement.

"So I don't know anything about your family, Phil. What are your parents like?"

Phil smiled. "Mum and Dad are great. I go over to see them sometimes and have dinner with them. Actually this Sunday I'll be going to have dinner with them."

"That's nice," Dan smiled.

"You could come with if you like."

"And you'd introduce me as?"

"Er, still working that part out, actually," Phil said, smiling uncertainly.

"Let me know when you've sorted it out." Dan grinned back at him.

"They've known I like guys. I mean, I could tell them you're my boyfriend and it shouldn't bother them. I mean, if boyfriend if what I should even call you…"

"But you've never even mentioned me to them though, right? It'd still be quite sudden."

"You're right. Perhaps another Sunday then."

Phil stood and took care of their abandoned plates of mostly eaten egg sandwiches, taking them to the sink.

Phil hadn't realized that Dan was behind him until the hair on the back of his neck stood up, and he felt two hands at his waist.

"By the way," Dan's quiet voice filled his ears. "You can definitely call me boyfriend."

"Okay, boyfriend," Phil replied quietly and he heard the small gasp that escaped Dan.

He turned to look at Dan, who looked a bit astonished by Phil as he smiled widely.

He wrapped his arms around Dan and they hugged for a few moments.

When they pulled back, Phil began a series of questions.

"Do you know what anime is?"

Dan shook his head.

"Doctor Who?"

Another head shake.

"Supernatural?"

Nope.

"You, me, couch, and Netflix. All day."

"All day?"

"All day. You are not missing out anymore."

Phil wasn't kidding when he said all day. For lunch they ate leftovers from the other night, and at dinner time, Phil used a skillet to grill up a few hamburgers for the two of them.

"Hey, so there was another thing I was curious about." Phil asked Dan as they ate their burgers.

"What's that?"

"Have you ever, like, killed and eaten a rabbit or anything?" He cringed as the asked the question.

Dan chuckled, and shook his head. "No, but I do crave rare meat a lot. What sucks is that I was never able to go out, buy some meat, and store it in a fridge like you. If I ever really needed to get just a really good steak I'd go to a restaurant and blow about fifteen dollars, but it was really worth it 'cause sometimes I feel really tired and stuff like that without the protein and iron."

"I usually sort of just ate a lot of canned goods. Which, you can actually get a lot of your food groups from cause there is canned fruit, beans, vegetables all sorts of stuff. So I've done alright. Oh, and also jarred stuff. Like peanut butter. It's so damn good. It's got the fat and protein that's needed."

"That's good."

After they finished eating, Phil had to wash the dishes and start the dishwasher before they put on a movie to watch.

Much like Dan had done the first night he spent with Phil, he watched their movie with his head in Phil's lap and Phil would play with his hair absentmindedly.

They eventually migrated into Phil's bed and as usual Dan went shirtless and Phil had never actually changed out of his pajamas from the night before, but neither of them cared.

To Dan, Phil just smelt like Phil and the wonderful food he was always cooking.

Dan began to speak, after they were lying there for a few minutes, sort of pretending to make an attempt at actually sleeping.

"That first night I stayed here… after I came in here with you I dozed off for a while, but then I woke up, you know, as a wolf and I was afraid because I had let my guard down so I thought I needed to leave before I accidentally changed again."

"'S alright. You were forgiven, and even though I said that it doesn't mean its forgotten, I had kind of forgotten about it."

Dan let out a small laugh. "Just thought I'd explain what happened, you know."

"Yeah."

"Sucked though, because when I changed back I was all tangled up in my clothes." He added in an annoyed tone.

Phil laughed into the darkness.

The next morning Dan woke up as Phil had sat up on the edge of the bed.

"Alright?" He said.

Phil turned to look at Dan for a moment. "Yeah, I'm just going to have a shower, I think."

"Can I take one after you… and borrow some clothes. Just for now. I can probably bring some of my things over later today. I mean, if that's alright."

Phil stood and then smiled reassuringly at Dan. "Yeah, that's fine. I was actually going to ask if you want to bring some of your things over. Kind of, unofficially move in."

"Thanks," Dan smiled.

When Phil was done showering and brushing his teeth and things, he dressed and left the restroom. Dan was lying on his living room floor with a book.

His odd ways of doing things were one of his favorite things about Dan, Phil thought, if he could even decide on a favorite.

Dan looked up, noticing that Phil was sort of just watching and smiling at him.

Phil looked away pointedly and walked into the kitchen.

He could hear Dan laughing softly.

Phil made himself a bowl of cereal and before he sat down to eat he remembered, "Oh, er, you should be able to find whatever you need in the bathroom. Extra toothbrush, or a towel could be found under the sink."

"Oh, right, thanks." Dan got up from his spot on the floor.

Dan put the book where he had found it on the shelf.

"Oh, and er, Dan?" Phil said.

Dan turned back to look at him as he added quickly, "It'sabitmessydon'tjudgeme."

Dan just chuckled and shook his head before going into the restroom to take a shower.

Phil had brought him some clothes and brought them in to the restroom for Dan while he was still enjoying the hot water.

When he was done and dressed and clean and fresh, he walked out to the living room where he found Phil tidying things up.

"Er, so, Chris called me while you were in the shower. He's going to come over today, and I really only ever see him on the weekends, so I didn't want to say no. So I'm just warning you, he's a little shithead, okay? He will probably tease me relentlessly about having you over 'cause I never see anyone."

"I can go while he is over…" Dan said.

"No, I kind of want him to meet you. Plus, he said there was actually something sort of important he had to tell me, so I'm not sure if he'll even be in a teasing mood, anyway. But you never know. He can be pretty inappropriate sometimes."

"Alright then. Er, do you need help with anything?" Dan offered to help as Phil continued to tidy things up.

"You're alright."

Dan and Phil ate lunch together and around 4, Chris rapped melodically on Phil's front door.

"That'll be him," Phil said and got up from the couch. Dan wasn't sure how to behave when meeting a friend of Phil's so he followed him to the front door.

When Phil pulled the door open, he said, "Hey Chris."

"Hey," Chris's eyes flicked from Phil to Dan, who lingered awkwardly behind Phil. "Looks like someone's got a boyfriend."

He grinned cheekily at Dan. "Hey, handsome."


	6. Chapter 6

"Chris," Phil sighed and put a hand over his face in frustration, but despite that a blush was evident on his face.

"Erm..." Dan said through a small laugh.

"Chris, this is Dan. Dan, Chris."

"Mind if just call you handsome?"

"Chris!" Phil groaned.

But Dan retorted with, "just don't call me boyfriend. That's only for Phil to use."

Chris gasped, as did Phil, earning a cheeky smile from Dan.

Nothing had ever made Chris speechless. Phil on one hand was grateful that he had gone quiet, but on the other hand, his cheeks went up in flames.

"Well, then. Let me know if he ever loses the right to call you that."

"Jesus Christ, you two."

"What?" Chris said, feigning innocence.

"Forget it. Come on in then, Chris."

_At least I know they'll get along, _Phil thought to himself.

He shut the door after Chris stepped inside.

"You want some soda or anything, Chris?" he asked him.

"Yeah, sure. That'd be nice, thanks."

Phil hummed in response and went into the kitchen. He collected a soda for Dan as well as Chris.

Chris plopped himself down on the couch, already making himself at home.

Dan sat in the recliner off to the side and opened his own soda.

There was something radiating off of Chris. An energy, a vibrancy and he seemed to be very… alive, and animated. Dan could see it in his eyes… he'd met his companion.

"What was it you wanted to tell me about?" Phil asked as he sat on the couch, nearer to the recliner.

"Er, well…" He glanced from Dan and then Phil, his playful attitude and mannerism seemed to diminish.

"I can go…" Dan said quietly, not oblivious.

"No… It's just something strange that happened..."

"You don't need to tell me about strange," Dan laughed and Phil grinned, before returning his attention to his friend.

"Er, well, Phil, you remember when you had said you had seen that wolf that one night?"

Phil hummed, prompting Chris to continue.

"I met this coyote."

"A coyote?" Phil stared at Chris without unwavering. Was it possible…?

"Yeah. He just walked up to my porch one morning and I didn't understand. I tried to shoo him away but he had this look in his eye as if I was stupid. I swear if he were a person he would have been laughing at me."

"That's sort of how it felt when I saw that wolf. Well, not exactly but I felt as if he were more like a human than an animal." Phil glanced at Dan for a moment and then back to Chris.

"So what happened then?" Dan wondered.

"Well, the bloody animal just wouldn't shoo. He came up to me and I was a bit freaked. I thought he was going to bite me or something!"

Dan chuckled, but Chris continued explaining. He looked about the room in thought, as if he were still on his front porch with the coyote.

"But he didn't. He was really… er, cautious. Like he knew I was afraid, so he walked toward me real slowly."

"And then he let out a sort of whine so I knelt to look at him evenly, in case he was injured or something and he… Well, he did the last thing I expected. He licked my face."

"Licked your face? Sort of like a dog kiss?"

"Yeah, like a dog kiss. Exactly. But what was weird is that it was sort of nice. Like, really nice."

Phil cracked up at that last remark, and Chris put his hands out defenselessly.

"I told you it was strange, mate. Don't laugh."

"So when was this?"

"Just yesterday morning before work."

"Have you seen him since then?"

"Well, yeah, yesterday night as well as that morning."

"Did you see him this morning at all?"

"No…"

"You sort of wanted to, I bet, huh?" Phil asked.

"Oddly enough, yeah. He was sort of sweet. And you know what else, he had really nice blue eyes. Like whoa."

""Like whoa." That's the most profound thing you've said since you've stepped in my doorway."

"Man, quit teasing me." Chris shoved Phil over by his shoulder and he just let out a burst of laughter at his friend.

Dan chuckled at Chris. "And Phil told me that you'd being the teasing one today."

"Well, it started out that way, but Phil always takes the opportunity to tease me if there is one."

"I have to get you back for all the times you've picked on me," Phil laughed.

"It's only fair," Chris agreed.

"So, what sort of movie do you feel like watching, Chris? Or maybe we can play something?"

"I don't really care… maybe just a movie, or a show."

Dan could see that despite Chris' previous animated mannerisms, he became a bit more dim. Not dim-witted, but he just didn't seem quite as alive as a few moments passed.

"Alright, Chris?" He asked him.

"Er, yeah. I am, Dan. Thanks, though."

"So Dan didn't know what Doctor Who was until yesterday," Phil said to Chris.

"You're serious," he deadpanned.

"It's not my fault I'm a recluse," Dan defended himself.

"So we got through season one, maybe we could start season two?" Phil suggested.

There was a mumble of agreement amongst them and Phil selected Doctor Who from the titles on his television screen.

"David tenant is so handsome. You'd fuck him, huh, Phil?"

"Oh god," Phil shrunk into the sofa, putting a hand over his face. His face was as red as a cherry within seconds and Dan's belly began to roll with laughter.

"Don't laugh at him, Dan. You'd probably fuck him too."

Dan just laughed even harder and Phil glanced up at him as he laughed and for a second he thought he'd never seen or heard anything quite as wonderful. But he let the feeling pass as Chris was right beside him.

"I bet the both of you'd fuck him at once."

"Stop! Oh, my god, stop!" Phil looked at his friend in shock.

"What? I'd fuck him too."

Dan let out another howl of laughter.

"I think I'm killing him." Chris said flatly.

"Yeah, you probably are!"

Outside, at the edge of the forest, a coyote was curled up beneath a tree and could faintly hear the wild laughter of the wolf and his companion, and his own companion.

The previous morning PJ had found him.

He saw the small house a few neighborhoods over, and he lingered for a moment, considered moving on, but then he had stepped out.

He had stopped in his tracks looking down at PJ, who finally knew why his feet carried him here.

He had tried to shoo him away, which PJ knew would have been a foolish thing to do if he were your average coyote.

Carefully, PJ approached him and he looked a bit frightened, so he moved even slower. He took a step back, so he tried to lower his head and ears, make himself look as harmless as possible as he let out an a small whine almost involuntarily.

His companion looked down at him in concern, and sensing that he was not a threat to him, knelt in front of PJ.

And PJ could no longer contain it. He dragged his tongue up the side of his face.

He received a shocked look in response, but even as surprised as he was, he reached and patted the coyote, letting his fingers slip between the strands of surprisingly soft fur.

His companion stood again and stared at PJ in wonder.

"You're sweet and all, but I've got to go to work."

PJ looked up at his companion sadly, but then retreated a few steps as if to say, "Well, what's keeping you, then?"

Inside Phil's home, their host decided to cook up some hotdogs and chili sauce and bake fries in the oven.

"How late are you staying, Chris?" Phil wondered as they ate.

"Oh, right. I imagine you two lovebirds want to be alone. Just kick me out whenever."

Phil had learned to take his teasing in stride a long time.

"In that case, there's the door," he retorted back to Chris, who knew he'd been joking by the smile on his face.

"No, for real, though, you can stay as late as you like."

"I'll just stick around for a couple more episodes of Doctor Who, I think."

After they ate and watched another hour of Doctor Who, Chris did rise from the couch.

"Thanks for dinner, Phil. Excellent to meet you, Dan."

Phil also got up from the couch, Dan following suit. They walked him to the door and Chris turned to them.

To Dan he said, "I'm glad Phil's met you. I can tell you make him happy."

"Chris," Phil was a bit touched, but still he was embarrassed.

"He makes me happy," Dan smiled and he nervously pulled his bottom lip in between his teeth. He glanced at Phil, and then back at Chris.

"Right. Goodnight then guys." He pulled Phil's door open and turned to walk out, but then he stopped, looked back, and said "Don't forget to use protection."

He left Dan laughing and Phil shouting after him.

Phil turned to Dan and he tried to reign in his giggles. "It's good advice," he said, and burst into laughter again.

Chris walked down Phil's porch steps and heard Dan's laughter fading as he walked towards his car. He climbed into his car, thinking he was so glad Phil had met Dan.

The sun had just begun to set as he drove home. He had lived near Phil since they had gone into high school together and never really drifted apart. When he arrived at home, he walked up to his front door, unlocked it and stepped inside. He flicked on the light and looked around his empty house.

It was a mystery why he and Phil had never just moved in together at some point to be roommates.

Phil was the type to enjoy being alone though, he remembered. Chris had never let on that he was growing quite lonely over the past few weeks.

He went out onto his front porch to sit in one of the patio chairs there.

Spending time out here was something really out of character for him, and even he realized it, but he couldn't help but notice how nice it was. To just sit and smell the cool night air and listen to the sounds of the bugs and the breeze in the trees.

He heard the rocks in his driveway shift and he looked over quickly. The blue eyed coyote was stood there, staring intently at Chris.

He wasn't quite as alone as he thought.

The coyote hesitated but then approached Chris, who only had a slight smile on his face.

"Hey, you."

The coyote stood in front of Chris and the animal gently nibbled on his fingers that were resting on the arm of his chair.

He reached out to massage the coyote's neck and he leaned his head into Chris' hand.

"You're a sweetie, huh?"

The coyote looked up at Chris and he saw a glint in the animal's eye before he reached out to tug at his jeans.

"Hey," Chris sort of giggled and the coyote looked up at him, with big shiny blue eyes.

"You're sort of playful, aren't you?"

The coyote nibbled on his jeans again, but then backed up real quick.

"You're asking for it."

The coyote repeated the action, almost with a challenging look in his eye.

Chris and the coyote stared at each other, and then, once again the coyote tugged on his jeans and Chris jumped up.

The coyote moved back as he stood, and then forward again and Chris found himself in a game of cat and mouse with the coyote, much like someone might wrestle with his dog for fun.

Chris was soon out of breath, and because he had been on his hands and knees he rocked back on his shins, letting his legs fold beneath him.

The Coyote looked at Chris and approached him again.

"You've tired me out, mate."

The coyote left a kiss up the side of Chris' face, who giggled and feigned disgust, wiping away the animal's saliva.

The coyote turned its head to look into the darkness, then back at Chris, with a funny look in his eye, before turning away and stalking off.

Has a coyote become his best friend? Chris suddenly wondered to himself with a sudden expression of "that's really fucking weird" on his face.

Yet, that night, he slept quite peacefully, hoping that he'd see the coyote again that weekend.

About a mile away, on the other side of the neighborhood, Phil and Dan had been sitting on the couch, watching a movie, but not really paying attention.

They had put on the movie after Chris had left, and almost as if it were routine, Dan laid his head on Phil's thigh to let him play with his hair.

"That coyote…?" Phil began.

Dan replied, "Yup."

"I'd be so happy if Chris got to feel what I'm feeling right now."

"I could see it in his eye. He's more alive than before. He's definitely met his companion."

"You can see it?"

"Oh, yeah. Definitely."

"Well, we'll probably find out soon enough," Phil said decidedly.

"We will." Dan agreed.

They tuned into the movie but Dan eventually said, "Hey, there was something I wanted to ask you."

"Hmm?"

"You had said the other day, you hadn't cooked for two in a long time and I couldn't help but catch that and wonder what you meant."

"Well… I used to have a roommate. Well, more than a roommate really. She was my girlfriend. And, well… it was a really bad break up."

"What happened?"

"Well, she cheated on me."

"I ought to beat her ass."

Phil chuckled and Dan was glad he managed to do that.

"Not necessary. I don't think I'll ever be speaking to her again."

Dan looked up at Phil, who gazed back steadily.

"Besides, what I've got with you is nothing like I could have ever experienced with her or anyone else."

Phil looked back up at the television and Dan spoke softly, "I love you."

"I love you."

* * *

><p>thanks for reading! like i said in the summary this is an old story but i saw someone on phanfic asking about it so i decided to repost it and recently i set up a dan and phil blog .com if anyone wants to check it out<p> 
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